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overlooked, and really she could not ask John for
any more money; he had given her a generous
cheque already. But here, at Chevron, in this
luxurious bedroom, her poor little chemises and
her nightgown looked paltry; and as for the
slippers, they had turned unaccountably shabby.
She wondered if she should hide them away; but
it was too late; the housemaid had unpacked and
had seen them. Teresa felt vexed. She regretted
that she had given up her keys before dinner, when
a footman came to ask her for them. But how could
she have said that she would unpack her trunk
herself? That would have revealed a woeful lack
of savoir faire\ and $ avoir faire for the moment *
was Teresa's god. She had given up her keys as
though all her life she had been accustomed to have
a maid; indeed, she had hoped that everybody
within hearing would assume that she had brought
her own maid, and that her retention of the keys
was accidental. The Chevron housemaid was the
only blot on Teresa's paradise.

Then she made a fresh discovery, which again
scattered her regrets in the wind of her excite-
ment. She discovered a nosegay upon her dressing-
table : two orchids and a spray of maiden-hair fern.
She flew into John's dressing-room next door, and
there discovered the masculine counterpart: a
buttonhole consisting of one exquisitely furled
yellow rosebud* John by then was in his bath. She
$tood, cupping the rosebud within her hands .^
though it represented the total and final expre&sio^
of everything refined and luxurious.